know about the baby you will understand her so much better.
Will you bring her breakfast to-morrow morning?"

He kept on looking at her, absently and smiling. He looked
rather insolent behind the blueish smoke of his cigarette.

" There is no train going back to Boston to-night/* he said.

fel can get a car for you. Or, at least, you can take the
first morning train. Poor Katzerl, she loves you eo, and she
will be so happy.

cc I am going to have breakfast with you/* Cyril announced,
It was at this moment that Madame remembered Antony
with a sharp pang of nostalgia^ She must keep every minute
she had after the preformance for Antony. She had told him
to call her up any time of the night or the early morning.
She had told him that she had to see him before she left for
San Francisco. She was not willing to give up her own life
just to appease Katzerl's husband, charming as he might be,

"I am taking the morning 'plane to San Francisco/* she
said sternly.

"What time?"

"At eight and something/*

"Where's the telephone?** he said.

"You can't get Katzerl yet/' Madame answered watch-
fully. " She won*t be home yet.**

"Where's the telephone? It's important/' he repeated.

"There is a telephone booth downstairs, just where you
come in from Fortieth Street/' she said reluctantly. Cyril
disappeared whistling. Madame, the moment she was alone,
pounced upon her dressing-table to renew her make-up.
She had hardly finished it when Cyril returned, still whistling.

"It's all fixed/' he said

"With Katserl?" Madame cried happily.

"No, with the airline. I am going to San Francisco with
you."

This was going too far. "You are crazy/' she hissed at
him. "You are a married man and you belong to your wife.
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